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grief nor shadow nor confusion, but sublimest
harmony and deathless love in the presence
of God?

David's mind groped in the darkness ; and
for the thousandth time he strove to fathom
why Ludovick could have turned against him.
That he felt no anger, only a piercing sorrow
at the desertion and treachery of the being
whose life and welfare had been dearest to
him, did not appear to him remarkable. He
had given to Ludovick a love passing the love
of woman; Ludovick had been more to him
than a brother; for Ludovick's happiness and
healing he had toiled,, prayed, yearned; and
he had never failed him, even in utmost stress.
So how could Ludovick distrust him ?

The wind outside screamed in the darkness,
blew fiercely through the iron bars of the
one window, and then shrieked and fainted
away.

But a sobbing sound still came up from
under the window: sobs despairing and
convulsive.

Involuntarily his eyes filled with tears. Some
deserted woman, some forlorn outcast, he
thought; and his heart was flooded with pity.

It seemed to him as if his narrow cell grew
immeasurably vast, and that around him
thronged a multitude of quivering souls, all
crying out for mercy, love, compassion;
deliverance from the fetters of cruelty, jealousy,
tragic passion, and more bitter coldness;